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BLUSHES NINE 


More schoolgirls! 
More canings! 
More spankings! 
More of everything! 


£6 


BLUSHES 
TWELVE 


Stable girl's 
spanking, 
Caned in the Saddle, 
Schoolroom spanking 
and caning 


A Collectors' Edition 
7 теь NINE. ... 


BLUSHES FOUR 


Newsround girls 
whipped, others 
chastised in 
domestic service. 


£6 


BLUSHES 


bri 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
ONE 


Girls in Germany 
in 1936 
Spankings, canings 
fresh and original 
articles. 


£3.50 


BLUSHES 
UNIFORM GIRLS 
TWO 


A victim in the Vestry 
— a choirgirl 
spanked. 


After the Match — 
knickers down in the 
changing rooms. 


£5 


BLUSHES TEN 


A young Civil Servant 
loses her knickers. 
A headmaster's 
secretary loses 
rather more. 
More Reich Girls. 
Schoolroom Caning. 


£6 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
SIX 


Bedroom Spanking, 
Schoolroom Caning, 
Spanking ‘Alfresco’. 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
FOUR 


Linda’s first in-house 
spanking experience. 
Braces as you've 

never seen before! 
Preview of one of our 
new Uniform Girls 


£5 


BLUSHES 
FOURTEEN 


Public humiliation 
and caned bottoms at 
school. 
Waiting for it and 
getting it! 

The Spanked 
Secretary. 


£6 


BLUSHES EIGHT 


Gym lesson caning, 
Reich Girl, 
| Bedtime Punishments 
and Girls 
in Detention. 


£6 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
FIVE 


` | A fresh air Spanking, 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
TWO 


Institutional 
“Whipping Horse” 
punishment 


Spankings and 
canings at home 
and at school. 
£4 


WHISPERS 
ONE 


Humiliation dress. 
Held hostage. 
Cornfield Encounter. 


£5 


Bathtime humiliation 
Bedroom Caning 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
SEVEN 


Classroom strapping, 
Headmistress weilds 
her cane 
Sixth Form Spanking 


£5 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
THREE 


Home from school 
Uniform girl spanked 
Caning, strapping, 
Humiliation!! 


£4.00 
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BLUSHES ONE 


The first Blushes', 
with 16 pages of 
colour and delicious 
stories of schoolgirl 
and boarding school 
punishments 


£8 


12 Panes af баши 


BLUSHES 
SUPPLEMENT 
EIGHT 


Schoolroom caning, 
Librarian's 
Punishment, 


Spanked in pyjamas, 
Discipline 10 years 
hence. 


£5 


BLUSHES UNIFORM 
GIRLS 


Crisp uniforms with 
soft, susceptible girl’s 
inside them. 


À WRAF Officer, a girl 
bugler and the prettiest 
nurse you ever saw 
without her knickers 


BLUSHES ELEVEN 


NE 


RIVI 


BLUSHES 
THIRTEEN 


Student Librarian 
brought to book 
The Schoolgirl, 

The Headmistress 
and Mr Martin. 


Alfresco Caning. 
£6 


BLUSHES TWO 


Military-style disci- 
pline for girls. 
Tutor's way with 
naughty teenagers. 
Excellent 
photographs. 


S BLUSHES 
є FIFTEEN 


Punishment in the 


School boiler room, 


An over-energetic 
seduction, 
The cane and the 
Teenage bum. 


BLUSHES FIVE £6 


A guardian's 
teenaged ward 
made to take her 
knickers down for 
spankings in front of 
a visiting “uncle”. 
Two schoolgirls at 
the mercy ofa 
woman teacher one 
long half-term 


Knickers coming down 
in the gym, in the 
headmaster's study 
and private bedrooms, 
with never a bottom 
left unblushed! 


£6 


LUSHES ҺЫ 


gu 


BLUSHES SEVEN 


The Guardians’ 
Club, Canes and 
Piano lessons, 
Bedtime caning 
and lots more! 
Excellent photos! 


-7 \ £6 
UNIFORM GIRLS 


BLUGHES 


BLUSHES 
UNIFORM GIRLS 
FOUR 


Girl Guide’s Alfresco 
Spanking. 


The new maid. 
A Punishment Room 
Caning. 


7) BLUSHES THREE 
ча 

Domestic discipline, 

and exploitation of 
vulnerable young 


ladies. 


£6 


UNIFORM 
GIRLS 
THREE 


A maid in trouble, 
a WRACinthe 
spanking hands of a 
superior officer, 
no salvation for 
Suzie 


£5 
BLUSHES SIX 


Valerie, one of the 
nicest of the 
“Blushes Girls” is 
fully exposed and 
comprehensively 
punished. Others 
too, in the usual 
atmospheric 
“Blushes” style! 


£6 
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The Welly Throwing and Treasure Hunt 
did not appear to be very well patronised, 
Martin Reed noticed, but as usual at the 
Melton Abbas Summer Fete, there were long 
queues at the Bottle Stall. It rather amused 
Martin to think that most of the old dears 
who stood in line and bought their 50р or £1’s 
worth of tickets probably only consumed a 
glass or two of sherry around Christmas 
time. Yet they were all eager to win that litre 
bottle of Scotch or a bottle of Champagne. 
Much more likely they would end up with a 
bottle of ketch-up or tonic water! 

Martin became rather bored. There was 
not much talent about. Either shrieking kids 
or OAP's. It was always the same at these 
do's. Still, all in a good cause, he supposed. 
What was it this year? Restoring the church 
clock, he thought. He sank down under the 
leafy shade of a beech tree and unscrewed 
the thermos flask he had brought with him, 
pouring a fizzy mix into the plastic screw-top. 
It was iced gin and bitter lemon. In his 
opinion, you couldn't beat it for refreshment 
and relaxation on a warm summer’s 
afternoon. 


Martin became 
rather bored. There 
was not much talent 
about. Either 
shrieking kids or 
OAP's. It was 
always the same at 
these do's.Still, all 
in a good cause, he 
supposed. 


Almost greedily, 
Martin Reed drank 
in the sight of the 


uniform each wore. 


He could not analyse 
why it affected him 
so much, yet it did. 

He found it 
incredibly sexy. 


Martin drank deep, replenished the 
container, and propped his thermos against 
the tree. Soon his eyes closed. Faintly, in the 
distance, he heard the local Silver Band 
begin to strike up. Rather discordantly. It 
was all very familiar and somehow 
reassuring. Martin Reed had been coming to 
this Fete since he had been in his teens, now 
he was in his late thirties. His eyes closed 
and his mind began to rove. As usual into an 
area of sensuality. 

Pleasurably he recalled a rather 
pornographic story he had once read which 
concerned what can only be described as a 
‘Fantasy Fete’. There were all the usual side- 
shows, but with a difference. For example, in 
the Raffle you didn’t win a large basket of 
fruit but the girl who sold you the ticket; at 
the Aunt Sally stall you threw custard pies at 
naked girls tied to wooden posts. There had 
been ponies there, too, he recalled. Lovely, 
lissom creatures harnessed into small 
carriages. You could hire them for half an 
hour at a time and the temporary owner was 
handed a horse-whip before setting out. 
There had been many similar bizarre events 
at that imaginary Fete. It had been a most 
enjoyable story and stimulatingly erotic. 
Even now, Martin felt the warmth of it 
spreading to his loins. Insects buzzed 
nearby, grass and leaves hissed in a light 
breeze. Martin became drowsy. Soon he was 
dozing then, a little later, fast asleep. 


* * ж. ж ж 


Не awoke with mouth half open and a dry 
throat. Had he missed them, he wondered. If 
he had, that would be damned annoying. 
They were the chief reason he came to the 
Fete. A glance at his watch reassured him. 
He had only been asleep for half an hour. It 
was not quite half past three and they 
weren't scheduled to be there until four. 
Martin poured himself another beaker of his 


mixture and gulped it fast. It occurred to him 
that it was not very sensible to quench one’s 
thirst with alcohol. On the other hand, it was 
Fete Day and he rather enjoyed getting half 
sloshed. It relaxed him and encouraged him 
to be more pleasant with those to whom he 
would not normally give the time of day. In 
short, it eased many of Martin’s frustrations 
and inhibitions and made him a somewhat 
more pleasing personality. 

He was not exactly popular in the village. 
He lived alone in the tiniest of cottages which 
his mother had left him, working for a nearby 
manufacturer of farming equipment. 

At about quarter to four, he got up, 
placing his thermos in a rucksack he had 
brought with him. He wandered towards the 
entrance and was just in time to see the 
coach arrive. Even that gave him a kind of 
thrill since he knew it was filled with pretty 
teenage girls — age ranging from thirteen to 
eighteen. Along each side of the coach hung 
banners. MELMINSTER MAJORETTES, it 
announced in bright red letters. They were a 
team of local youngsters who attended most 
of the Fetes, and similar festive gatherings, 
for twenty miles around. 

Martin lurked around, trying not to 
appear too interested, watching the girls 
descend from the coach. There was quite a 
bit of giggling from some of the younger ones 
but those who seemed to be sixteen and 


upwards were taking the thing more 
seriously. More professionally. After all, 
they were about to give a public 
performance. 


Almost greedily, Martin Reed drank in 
the sight of the uniform each wore. He could 
not analyse why it affected him so much, yet 
it did. He found it incredibly sexy — all the 
more so since those who wore it were so 
young. 

First of all, were the white lace-up boots 
of almost calf-length. He always thought that 
these would have been much enhanced by 


hl 


high heels. Four inch ones, for preference. 
However, the impracticality of that was 
obvious, for the majorettes marched and 
counter marched on grassy ground that was 
often soggy. 

The little young limbs were kept bare. 
Martin loved that. How delightful it was to 
see that delicate flesh quivering as they 
moved! Each wore a very short, pleated skirt 
of a pale purple colour. Martin loved that 
colour. Again for reasons he could not 
understand, he had always found it erotically 
exciting. Some of his earlier sexual fantasies 
had involved women who wore knickers of 
this colour (usually french knickers) trimmed 
with white lace. Beneath this skirt, a girl 
wore very tight-fitting, brief white panties. 
Very titilating, Martin thought, for the skirt 
was always flying up with the leg movements 
and those panties were practically on display 
all the time. Front and back. Martin 
sometimes wondered if the organisers of this 
show were as innocent as they seemed. Did 
they know what such sights could do to men, 
both young and old? Since the organisers, as 
far as he could gather, were all women, he 
could only suppose they were innocent... 
simply thinking of their young performers as 
pretty little things. The ideas that males 
could actually lust after them (rather than be 
impressed by the precision of their marching 
gyrations) would have been abhorrent to 
them. Above the skirt was a simple white, 
long-sleeved blouse. Naturally, these 
blouses were filled in a variety of propor- 
tions. Always most attractively, anyway. 
What surprised Martin was that some of the 
youngest looking girls often had the biggest 
boobs. Perched on the top of each head, was 
a.peaked purple cap with a white band. Some 
hair flowed freely, some was pinned up, 
some was fastened into a pony-tail. Martin's 
preference was for the pony-tails. 

All wore an identical uniform, but the 
Drum Majorette was garbed in addition, in a 
purple cloak. She, of course, carried the 
baton, twirling it and throwing it as the mood 
took her. Never dropping it. At least, as far 
as Martin could see. Without doubt she was 
Martin's favourite. Her name was Christine 
Drake and he had discovered she was 
eighteen years old. Sadly, he realised, the 
girl probably wouldn't be there next year. 
They didn't go on after eighteen, he was 
aware. Probably thought it was too girlish; 
might become over self-conscious. This 
Christine had straw-coloured hair which was 
tied in one of Martin's favourite pony-tails 
and her eyes were large, blue and virginal- 
looking. She was taller than the rest, 
probably five feet eight inches, he reckoned, 
and she had a well-proportioned (but not 
over-proportioned) figure. The figure of a 
natural athlete. 

It would not be going too far to say that 
Martin Reed had an adoration for this 
burgeoning young woman. Yet, he knew, it 
was one he must keep hidden from her and 
the world in general. He could just imagine 
the mocking laughter (or perhaps look of 
revulsion?) if he had ever dared approach her 
and suggest a ‘date’. Their twenty year age- 
gap would, he realised, make him seem an 
old man to her. Yet...oh yet...Martin didn't 


feel old at all! Damn it, he was only thirty 
eight and, in his opinion, not exactly 
unattractive. Why was it then, that he found 
it so difficult to get on with women? Why was 
it so many seemed to find him positively 
obnoxious. It was a cruel world! Martin 
slipped behind a tent, secretly poured 
himself another beaker of gin and bitter 
lemon, sunk it, and felt slightly better. He 
must not mope on a lovely day like this. Soon 
the MELMINSTER MAJORETTES would be 
parading. He must get into an advantageous 
position as soon as possible. Martin began to 
move to the roped-off area. 

This ‘advantageous’ position was one 
that Martin usually tried to ocupy. It was in a 
small, grassy dell at one end of the area. 
Reclining in that, one got a most revealing 
upward-looking view of proceedings. Best of 
all, it was not at all obvious to others that you 
had got such a view. If they had, some of 
them might have considered you a lecherous 
bastard. To hell with them! The girls were 
there on show...so why shouldn't he look all 
he wanted? It was just that, one year, some 
old trout nearby had asked him if he'd got a 
daughter on parade. 

“Pm afraid not,’ he replied. ‘Why do you 
ask?' 

"You don't 'arf look interested, mister,' 
she had replied with a leer in her voice. Her 
cold, feeble-looking eyes had looked him up: 
and down contemptuously. 

Martin had left suddenly mentally naked, 
all his innermost thoughts exposed to the 
world. He still hated that old woman for she 
had more or less ruined his afternoon. 
Thankfully she was not to be seen around any 
more. Doubtless, ‘passed on’, as they say. 

The Silver Band moved in alongside the 
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Then, when they 
turned...up...up..up 
went the limbs...one 

could glimpse those 
bouncing-quivering 
buttock cheeks, so 
scantily covered. 


parade area; spectators gathered. Sousa’s 
March was struck up and...oh joy to behold! 
in came the prancing girls, Christine at their 
head, skilfully wielding her brass-knobbed 
baton. Lovely young thighs rising and 
falling, skirts tossing, panties displayed. 
Lovely little swelling V-mounds. Then, when 
they turned...up...up...up...went the limbs.. 
one could glimpse those bouncing-quivering 
buttock cheeks, so scantily covered. 

The girls moved in three lines of six each. 
Eighteen in all, plus their leader. Oh adored 
leader! Martin’s heart ached at the very 
sight of her. She was the cynosure of all his 
longings — yet so unattainable! 

Now they were moving diagonally, 
weaving in and out of each other. For a little 
while, Martin concentrated his gaze on one 
ofthe younger members who happened to be 
particularly well-endowed. A button on her 
blouse had snapped and juddering white 
cleavage could clearly be seen as she moved. 
The girl herself seemed quite unconcerned. 
Maybe, thought Martin, being so young she 
was unaware of the effect she could be 
having. Though the way girls were these 
days, that seemed unlikely. Perhaps, almost 
instinctively as females, they were just being 
deliberately provocative to the likes of him. 
Even the divine Christine. No...not her, 
Martin told himself. There was a kind of 
purity about that girl. He could not imagine 
her having naughty thoughts or acting 
wickedly. She was a goddess amongst girls! 

Martin wiped his brow. He was feeling 
both hot and sticky. Probably he had drunk 
too much, he reflected. So what? This was a 
holiday, wasn’t it? The lovely youngsters 
came high-stepping towards him again. 
Nearer...nearer. Was Christine actually 
looking down at him? Did her eyes show 
some hint of recognition? No...it could not 
be. Martin looked up and saw the delicately 
quivering fronts of her soft white thighs... 
then came the swirl of her purple cape...a 
flash of white panties...a glimpse of rolling 
buttock-cheeks...then she was gone. Her 
obedient troupe wheeled and followed her 
back down the parade area. Skirts lifting, 
heads tossing. Oh yes, they made a delight- 
ful picture. A picture of clean, innocent girl- 


hood. à 
Unless one was as lecherous-minded as 


Martin Reed. 

Mums and Dads, Uncles and Aunts, were 
applauding. The band was now playing 
excerts from ‘My Fair Lady’. Martin 
applauded, too. Enthusiastically. ‘As good as 
the Guards,’ he remarked in a voice louder 
than he intended. 

‘Come off it,’ said a rough male voice 
alongside him. ‘More like the Guides, don’t 
you mean?’ Martin turned angrily. The 
young man who had made the remark was 
stubbing out a cigarette, grinning. He 
winked. ‘I know your sort,’ he said. ‘Like 
their knickers, don’t you?’ 

Martin found himself flushing furiously. 
That bastard had scored a bullseye! For a 


.moment he had an urge to go over and strike : 


out. But the young man was surrounded by 
obvious mates. They could easily rough him 
up. Now — or later. He turned his face away, 
feeling the frustration. Just like that old 
woman had done, this swine had ruined his 


afternoon. He had suddenly lost all desire to 
look at those parading delights. 

Martin got up and half-stumbled away. 
He was seething. The trouble was, what the 
young man had said was true! 

Behind another tent, Martin finished off 
the rest of the contents of his thermos flask. 
That did not make him feel any happier; 
simply maudlin. He almost felt like crying as 
he made his way home to his small, lonely 
cottage. 

Oh Christine! I have let you down, he told 
himself... 

Oh Christine! I shall never see you again. 

You will now become a delicious memory 
in an old man's recollections... 

Martin Reed finished what was left of the 
gin bottle when he got home. He was not 
seeking enjoyment, simply oblivion in a 
harsh, unrewarding world. A world without 
the comfort and compassion of women. A 
world into which Christine would never — 
could never — enter. 

Except in his dreams. 


* * چ“‎ “ж. ж 

Another Fete was over. Тһе ‘Melminster 
Majorettes’ had returned to Headquarters 
and Mrs Tisbury was reporting to him. 

‘Ah Well, Ma’am?’ he enquired rising 
from his desk as the severe looking, grey- 
uniformed figure entered. 

‘Not exactly, Captain Reed,’ came the reply. 
“1 am sorry to have to tell you that Christine 
Drake, our Drum Major, dropped her baton.’ 

*Good Lord!' Martin was astounded. he 
couldn't remember it happening before. 
There had been minor faults, of course, with 
all of them. But nothing like this. 'That's 
rather serious. Let all of us down.’ 

"Quite so, captain,’ nodded a beady-eye 
Mrs Tisbury. ‘I think stern measures are 
needed on this occasion.” 

“Yes: yes... Em afraid ] agree...’ 

‘Would you like me to deal with the 
matter‘ enquired the virago. | 

‘No...no...thank you, Mrs Tisbury. I 
think this a matter which comes within my 
jurisdiction.’ 

‘Whatever you say, Captain Reed. Of 
course.’ she looked a shade bleak, thought 
Martin. Disappointed even. Understandably. 
“ГЇЇ send the girl into you, then.’ 

‘Thank you, Mrs Tisbury. Kindly do 
that.” The Chief Administrator of the 
‘Melminster Majorettes’ inclined his head 
graciously. The uniformed figure clicked her 
heals, turned and departed. Ahh...what a 
wonderful thing military-style discipline was. 

Five minutes later, there was a knock on 
the door of Captain Reed...and, upon 
receiving permission, Christine Drake 
entered. She was still in the uniform which 
she had worn that afternoon at the Fete. Her 
pale features were tense, but there was a 
look of resolution about her. 

‘You sent for me, Sir?’ 

‘Yes Christine,’ answered Captain Reed 
gravely. ‘Iunderstand from Mrs Tisbury that 
you dropped your baton this afternoon.” Д 

Christine seemed to flinch. ‘That...that is 
true, sir. I am so sorry to let you down.” 

‘I am glad of that, Christine, at least,’ 
said the Captain. He looked impassive but 


his eyes were bright as he surveyed the tall, 
young girl standing before his desk. ‘You 
realise, young lady, that this cannot go 
unpunished.’ 
Again the girl seemed to flinch. 
sir...’ she answered in a whisper. 
here have been times,’ continued 
Captain Reed, ‘when I have had to spank a 
number of girls for indiscipline. Bad 


"Y-yes, 


marching, cheekiness, that sort of thing. So 
has Mrs Tisbury. However, this is rather a 
different kettle of fish. You are a leader, 
Christine. More is expected of you. Thus any 
failure must be the more harshly punished.’ 

‘O-ohhh...Sir..it was just a slip...’ 

‘Don’t start making excuses, Christine. 
When you accepted the position of Drum 
Major — an honoured one — you were aware 


*You are a leader 
Christine. More is 
expected of you. 
Thus any failure 
must be the more 
harshly punished.’ 
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Christine was 
already sobbing, 
Mrs Tisbury had 

warned her what to 
expect but now that 
Captain Reed had 
announced a caning 
she knew there 
would be no 
escaping it. 


ізі 


of your responsibilities. Were you not?’ 

"Yes...yes, I suppose so, Sir,’ nodded the 
girl. 

‘Very well, then,’ said the Captain. ‘You 
will be punished .to the extent of those 
responsibilities. I am going to cane you, 
Christine...’ , 

‘Oh no, sir...please...please...no...' 

‘I am afraid so, Christine. This is not 
something I wish to do. Believe me, I wish 
the whole situation was otherwise...and you 
had given your usual sparkling performance 
this afternoon. As it is, I am afraid, that 
discipline must be maintained. Surely you 
understand that?’ 


'Mmmf...mff...] suppose  s-so...sir...' 
Christine was already sobbing. Mrs Tisbury 
had warned her what to expect but now that 
Captain Reed had announced a caning she 
knew there would be no escaping it. 

‘Very well, Christine,’ said the Captain, 
standing up. 'I trust you will take your 
punishment in good military fashion. 
Obediently...and courageously.” 

He opened the drawer of his desk and 
took out a regulation school cane with .a 
hooked handle, hearing a gasp from the 
culprit before him as he did so. 'You, 
Christine,’ said Captain Reed, ‘will now 


bend across my desk, lift up your skirt and 
lower your knickers. I intend to give you 
eight strokes with this cane. If you are slow 
to obey, or make any fuss, I shall increase the 
number of strokes. Now, come along my girl, 
do as I say!’ The cane whistled sharply 
through the air. 

‘Oh Sir...sir..this is awful!’ 

‘Maybe,’ agreed the Captain, ‘but under 
the circumstances, it is just.’ He saw the girl 
flushing...hesitating. “Come along, come 
along, young lady. I've seen plenty of bare- 
bottomed majorettes before now. How is it, 
do you think that we have the highest 
reputation in the County?’ 

Christine Drake did not seem inclined to 
reply, she was half bent over the desk before 
her, pushing down the tight little white 
panties she wore. Captain Reed stood behind 
her, flexing the cane as he watched that soft, 
bare white flesh being exposed. The panties 
dropped around Christine’s ankles. 

‘Bend right over,’ ordered the Captain. 
‘Grip the far side of the desk. And grip it 
tight, Christine. you’ll need to.’ Before him a 
young bottom curved tautly. The flesh of it 
twitched and quivered nervously. He tapped 
it lightly and that titching and quivering 
intensified. 

‘O-oh...please...sir...’ 

‘Eight...’ said the Captain emphatically. 
He raised the cane and brought it lashing 
down. He did not spare himself. Discipline 
was discipline. There was a terrible gasping- 
shriek from the girl as she twisted right over. 
He had just time to see the slim, twin-tracked 
weal he had raised before he was favoured 
with the sight of some most intimate delights 
as limbs kicked wildly. Resolutely, Captain 
Reed strove to keep his composure. This was 
a matter of duty. He must not be diverted. 
‘Get back over my desk, Christine. Quickly, 
girl! There are seven more to come.’ 

‘Oh..u-urrf...oh...urff...oh that h-hurt 

50...” 
‘Indeed?’ Captain Reed’s eyebrows went 
up. ‘That is what punishment is all about. 
Miss.” He watched with the greatest 
satisfaction as that reluctant, bare bottom 
was presented to him once more. The soft 
nates kept on clenching with dread. 
unhurriedly, he raised the cane again and 
whiplashed it across the youngster's bottom. 
Oh those gasping-yells! Oh those frantic 
squirms! He really was getting through to 
her. So much the better. The girl would be a 
darn sight more careful in future. Fancy 
dropping the baton in public! Whatever was 
the world coming to? It was only in little 
enclaves like the ‘Melminster Majorettes’ 
that any proper level of discipline was being 
maintained. 'Back again, Christine, he 
rasped. ‘And keep that bottom square!’ 

He measured that shapely young bottom. 
He raised the cane slowly, then brought it 
down, hard and fast. it whistled shrilly; it 
seemed to bury itself deep into that soft 
girlish flesh, to leave yet another vivid, 
encircling weal behind. 

Once more, Christine Drake was 
contorted with pain. Crying out, twisting and 
kicking, frantically clasping her hands to her 
bottom in an effort to stem the pain. Captain 
Reed looked on dispassionately. He was only 


doing his duty. after all. 

And there were still five strokes to come. 

Perhaps he thought, as he measured the 
girl’s bottom yet again, I shall have to 
comfort her a little afterwards. To explain the 
need for discipline. to apply cooling cold 
cream to her burning weals. Yes...that might 
be advisable. Once more the cane was 
raised, to come whistling down relentlessly. 


She was half 
bent over the desk 
before him, pushing 
down the tight little 
white panties she 
wore. Captain Reed 
stood behind her, 
flexing the cane as 
he watched that soft, 
bare whiteflesh 
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enclaves like the 
*Melminster 
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proper level of 
discipline was being 
maintained. ‘Back 
again, Christine,' he 
rasped. “And keep 
that bottom square!’ 
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t was a whitewashed room, cool, 
quiet and sparsely furnished, and 
Sarah wondered what such rooms 
were calledand why she was being 
inducted first into a monastery rather 
than aconvent, among nuns. 
Even so she already had more than 
faint inklings that the disciplinary 
attentions of males were important to th 


times in the past months since she had 
attained her seventeenth birthday. 

Her legs felt longer for some reason 
beneath her unaccustomed habit as she 
moved timidly about the waiting room — 
as she had been told it.was called. But 


“then Sarah had found herself surprised 


that novice nuns wore.so little. The quiet 
had undressed and 


stockings that she was required to 
wear, according to whim perhaps, 
though in a timid and modest way it 
pleased her to be admired. 

The lady had already got Sarah’s 
panties halfway down her legs when 


she had floated the quiet question 


upwards, her vision all b 


presented itself appealingly, its very 
furrow appearing to draw in the 
sculptured cheeks so closely that 
until she bent forward to clasp the 
edge of the table, the polished 
hemispheres appeared to want to 
cling together, but then parted just a 
shade. 

'Lustrous! Perfect, darling', the 
lady's voice had come to her after a 
long, long moment of seeming 
contemplation. Tapered fingers had 
then brushed across Sarah’s offered 
peach, straying here and there in 
their passage while SArah 
remembered that she must not jump 
or start or she might be spanked. Or 
rather spanked more, her surprised 


‘Ooh-wah’s’ bouncing off the walls 


like soft-toy balls and with a hand 
under the smooth tummy to keep her 


arted legs | 
span them tightly, keeping 


them in place, and hence 


instead of twisting her hips 
she could only pump her hips 
back and forth. 

‘Perfect, but just bend a 
tinsy-winsey bit more, 
Sarah. Ah yes, that's good’, 
she was usually told, and the 
lady had said it, too, causing 
her nipples just to touch the 
top of the table so that as her 
gourds swung back and forth 
the tips tingled to the 
surface. 

The fingertips stayed a 
little while as Sarah 
remained dutifully bending. 
They floated up and down, 
producing a tingly tickle. 

‘You keep your 
suspenders . tight, Sarah; 
they will be pleased with 
that. Before I send you in to 
Brother Harper, there are 
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‘Ah yes, Sarah, but just a teeny- 
weeny bit more, back and forth. Yes, 
yes, much better, darling. I think 
that Brother Harper will be very 
pleased with you. Right — off with 
those lovely little panties now and 
let's get your habit and head-dress 
on, shall we, and get you ready for 
polishing-up — yes?' 

*Hmmmm...', Sarah replied 
breathlessly. The lady watched her 
very carefully while she daintily 
lifted one slim leg and then the other 
to slip the misty little garment off, 
and then she was naked to her 
suspendered stockings and shoes as 
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the habit slid s oothly over 
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draped perfect, 
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her very hardest spankıng 
the night before, when she 
had lain breathless and 
sobbing, bouncing her hips 
and squirming her 
stockinged legs while her 
panties had been removed 
‘ready for bed’, Sarah had 
vaguely heard that she would 
have to be ‘polished off soon’ 
but maybe, she thought 
disconsolately, she had 
misheard. Maybe it had been! 
‘polished up’. 2. 


her left hand somewhere telling her 


sternly to maintain her hold while he 
stung her quivering cheeks. 

That had been rude, Sarah 
thought, but she had been nearly ten 
minutes in the room now, and maybe 
Brother Harper would get impatient; 
maybe he was just sitting and 
waiting for her to announce her 
willingness to do a penance, 
whatever that was. 

‘You come into.it, Sarah!) she 
remembered being told three times 
now, just catching the words amid 
her bubbling sobs and with her bum- 
cheeks blazing to the admonitory 
hand, and her pussy rubbing...but 
she mustn’t think of that. It was one 
of the things that made her feel 
tingly, and the tingly feeling kept 
bobbing up and down under the 
searing of the smacks just as her 
naked titties bobbed, extending their 
arisen nipples to the empty air or — 
rudely, too — to a cupping palm. 

Sarah jumped as she pulled the 
bell-cord — almost as if someone 
else had done it — and heard the 
very faintest of tinkles somewhere. 
Panic seized her then, and she sat, 
jumped up, sat and got up again, 
trailing her fingers along the top of 
another small wooden table. Was it 
waiting for her, too? 

There were footsteps beyond, 
and she clutched at her habit as if it 
might fall off, but then she 
remembered the niceties of posture 
and let her hands fall to her sides 
and looked not at the door itself but 
at the bottom of it where she could 
see a chink of light. Then the latch 
lifted and the hinges squeaked, and 
he came in, brown-garbed and 
carrying that most awful of things — 
acane! 

It wasn’t the first one that Sarah 
had seen. This one had a slight bend 

‘to it, but the new one that lay on a 
unit close to her bed hadn’t been 
used yet. It would be if she didn’t do 
her penance, she had been told, and 
. Sarah had nodded, gulped, and said 

that she would, she would try, 
honestly she would, and her panties 
had slid right down to her slim 
ankles as she said it. 

My suspenders are tight, she 
thought frantically and wondered 
why she thought of that as Brother 
Harper closed the door and surveyed 
her slowly from head to. foot, 
seemingly not displeased with what 
he saw. š : 

‘Turn, Sarah’, he said quietly, 
tapping the cane against his calf, 
and Sarah turned. It was part of 
‘presentation’, or ‘presenting’ to 
turn, and often enough now she had 
to. do it stripped to her nylons and 
high heels — the new high heels 
which secretly made her feel quite 
sophisticated and caused her to walk 
in a nervous 'twinkly' fashion, her 
dark-banded thighs rubbing 
together. : 


Sarah turned slowly, as if she 
were in a ballet class, the soft wool of 
her habit brushing her naked bottom 
cheeks. And Brother Harper said 
'Hmmm...”, but it sounded all right; 
it sounded as if he approved. He 
looked very strict, though, and the 
light he had switched on blazed 
down upon her slim figure. 

‘It is good to find a girl of your 
age waiting for it, Sarah — and look 
at me while I speak to you — look at 
me’, he instructed, tipping the end 
of the cane up under her chin so that 
she was forced to return his gaze 
with a proud raising of her head that 
she almost but not quite felt. 

‘Raise your skirt, Sarah — right 
up, please’, she heard next and her 
lips were suddenly dry. Had the lady 
told him she had no panties on? But 
the words were familiar enough. 
Drawing in her tummy, Sarah bent 
slightly, hooked trembly fingers into 
her habit and began looping it up, 
up, up under his enquiring but 
implacable gaze until she was bared 
to the creamy whirl of her 
tummy-button and the appealing 
flare of her pubic nest showed 
appealingly. 

‘Really, Sarah, do I have to tell 
you how to present properly? Have 
you not been brought here to do your 
penance?’, Brother Harper asked, 
but it was a quiet voice, an insistent 
voice, not a sharp one. It made Sarah 
feel guilty that she hadn’t turned 
automatically, the way she had been 
learning to do. Was it ruder to show 
her naked Бойу than her...her 
thing? She was never. sure of that. 
There seemed sometimes to be an 
equal interest in both, but mostly her 
rear cheeks seemed to be the most 


important. — ‘A beautiful bulb, 
Sarah. You are coming on. Push it 
out more’ — but the voice wasn’t 


Brother Harper’s, but another voice 
she had got much more used to, and 
more and more used to obeying in 
these last few weeks. 

$ ‘Yes’, Brother Harper murmured 
as Sarah presented her peach fully to 
his view and stood very still. It 
sounded as if he approved of her, 
just as the lady who had stripped 
and then dressed her again had 
done. It was like she was becoming a 
favourite, or something. Didn’t all 
girls have nice bottoms, and didn’t 
they all wriggle it when they were 
being... — ‘Remove your habit, 
Sarah’, his voice cut across her 
errant thoughts, and she thought she 
heard an intake of his breath as she 
did so, replacing her head-dress 
again and holding her back to him. 
Her suspenders were taut? Oh, yes, 
they were. 

‘P.M., you know, Sarah?’, his 
voice came from behind her, closer 
to her then and a firm hand making 
her bend just like the lady had said 
with the points of her titties just 
touching the table top. Peeping her 


Sarah 
automatically shifted her legs apart 
just as if she were straining a pair of 
knickers into a tight band, and when 
she did his hand touched her gently, 


tongue out a little; 


fingertips flirting around and 
beneath until he seemed satisfied 
and stepped back, all in the small 
silence that followed his question. 

41 think...Yeee-eeek!’, shrilled 
Sarah as the first whippy bite of the 
cane scoured across her offered 
nether cheeks. The initials P.M. had 
thrown her for amoment. 

‘Do not think, speak, 
speak!’ 

*P...p...preparatory m...move- 
ments!’ choked Sarah desperately, 
trying to contain the awful flaring of 
fire that the cane had induced. 

‘Of course; and you are about to 
begin them are you not, Sarah?’ 

‘Gooo-wah!’, came her stricken 
cry as again flames seared her 
thrust-up bum. It—was different to 
being spanked, and just-as she had 
really begun to learn, under soft 
encouragement, to pump her hips 
back and forth to the encouraging 
palm. — ‘Theee-eeeh-eeeh!’, she 
sobbed, hearing, ‘Come on, Sarah, 
come on! Goodness me, haven't you 
learned, eh?' 


girl, 


*Yeh-esss, I have, honest, sir, 


I...wheeee!’ 
‘That stroke merely- underlines 


my question, Sarah. I shall give you ~ 


a short interval in which to adjust 
yourself. Let me see some movement 
of those hips now! How else can you 
do your penance?’ 


‘Doh-doh-don’t know! Hah-wah! 


Oh, please!’ 

It hadn’t been an interval at all. It 
wasn’t fair. he wasn’t giving her 
time to think or anything. Just as if 
she had never had a single lesson, 
Sarah first waggled her promising 
hips wildly before remembering — 
before clenching her -fists and 
beginning to jerk herself back and 
forth. 

‘A little better — a little better. 
an encouraging one on both sides, 
shall we say, but with more 
eagerness, with more eagerness, 
Sarah. Come into it. Come into it, 
girl. Ah yes, back and forth — that’s 
better. Shall we try you now, eh?’ 

‘No! Gwaaar! Oh, I can’t!’ Sarah 
sobbed frantically. That last one had 
come up under her bulbing, making 
her heels bounce, bringing tips of 
flame where they had often been 
before, but never so badly. —‘Oh- 
woh-woh!’, her plaintive little sobs 
sounded while Brother Harper stood 
implacably, flexing the cane but 
giving her now a slightly longer 
respite. There was promise here — 
enormous promise. The fig of her 
girlhood peeped, pinky-purple 
beneath the red streaks that 
stretched like very thin skid-marks 
across her perfect peach. Eminently 
trainable if she came through this 
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one. He had been told to ride her 
with the cane, anyway, but how far? 
Such things were not spoken of too 
deliberately between gentlemen. 
One had to catch the hints that 
floated like specks of down upon the 
air. 

Sarah’s sobbing bubbled on, her 
face obscured. She had forgotten in 
the blazing heat of it to continue 
working her hips, but she would be 
doing that again soon enough, if all 
went well, he thought. 

‘T am going to leave you for a 
moment so that you can consider 
whether you now wish to do 
penance, Sarah. A moment of 
meditation, shall we say. You are not 
to rise, though. If you rise — well — 
it would be unfortunate would it not? 
Five minutes, Sarah...', murmured 
he, and seemed to her ears to float to 
the doors for she only heard it open 
and close again and kept her eyes 
shut as rippling heat tongued her 
every crevice. 

Sarah knew about her two P's, 
but she didn't really know about 
Penance. She hadn't done it yet, if 


oné did do it. She strained her 
bottom out to try and stretch the 
scorching sensation away, unaware 
of two pairs of eyes that watched her 
unconsciously eager posturing 
through a peephole. 

If she said yes — yes, she would 
do penance — it must be all right, 
Sarah told herself with a desperation 
of hope, for she had a feeling that it 
didn’t mean being cane or spanked, 
or perhaps it did to start with, and 
then... 

‘It is voluntary, you see, Sarah’, 
Brother Harper's voice came 
suddenly from behind her after five 
long minutes had passed. Lost in her 
thoughts, immersed in the burning, 
Sarah had not heard him re-enter 
and tightened her shoulders while 
dutifully keeping her bottom thrust 
up and out. 

"Yes — yes, sir', Sarah swallow- 
ed. It meant, yes she would do it; she 
desperately hoped he would under- 
stand that, but then he asked her 
quietly again if she did mean that, 
and Sarah nodded blindly and then 
he said she would feel better for it 


afterwards. But that had been said to 
her once or twice before when, after 
a spanking, fingertips were toying 
with her pouty nest and she had 
wriggled away and been wilful — 
and if she hadn't then she wouldn't 
have had to become a novice nun, 
and...‘Weee-yow!’ It was so 
expected, that one, making her hips 
roll and her head jerk up under the 
deeply-stinging sweep ot it. 


‘Goo! No!’, rose her wail 
immediately upon her first involunt- 
ary cry. 


"These are just your encouragers, 
Sarah. Two more, please, and then 
you will be ready, I believe, to do 
your penance. You did say you 
wanted to, did you not — eh?' 

‘Fooo-ow-woooh! Oh yes, yes!’ It 
was another already, biting, searing. 

“Fully and eagerly, Sarah — here 
or wherever?’ 

“Хай — nah — nah! Yes — Yes! 
whooo!’ 

But it was too late now-to rise. 
Swiftly and deftly Brother Harper 
had swept up his broad, loose 
cassock and cloaked Sarah’s head 


and shoulders completely 
with the sweeping front of it, 
casting her in muffling 
darkness within a cave of 
brown wool, and that which 
she was to learn was called 
his sceptre sprang up boldly 
under the hot bulb of her 
bottom and... “Сіооор!” 
choked Sarah but now her 
Preliminary Movements had 
already recommended under 
his steady, urging thrusts 
until her legs weakened and 
spread more and she 
clutched at the further edge 
of the table and it was all 
dark and hot and dark and 
hot... 

'You may take your habit and 
head-dress, Sarah. Lay 


entrants, novices, are 
expected to keep them at 
home and then bring them 
when they return again. You 
may of course wear them 
meanwhile — if required”, 
the lady said some forty-five 
minutes later when a flushed 
Sarah was dressed once 
more in her miniskirt and 
tight, white cotton blouse 
into which her perky nipples 
stung. 

Mes) said Sarah 
dutifully, though she wasn't 
sure that she could be called 
a novice now — not after he 
had twice. 

Her slightly tottering 
footsteps took her out to the 
waiting car and then as she 
approached it and the front 
passenger door swung open, 
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It had been a good idea to take the quiet 
route, thought Hermione Flynn as the 
expensive car sped through the Berkshire 
countryside. Apart from the purr of the 
BMW's engine, the only sound was the 
evening chirruping of the starlings and 
thrushes. Occasionally Mrs Flynn would 
throw out some comment about the flora and 
fauna gliding past, but there was no reply 
from the back seat. 

Nor could there be. Geraldine had lost 
her voice. She had shouted herself hoarse at 
the hockey international — it had been so 
exciting, especially when England had 
rallied at the end and just taken the lead in 
the final seconds. Geraldine had waved her 
union jack for all she was worth, yelling in a 


vain attempt to be heard over the mass of 
squealing schoolgirls that were packed into 
Wembley Stadium. What a birthday treat it 
had been! Sport was Geraldine's great love 
— her only love, almost. She didn't find 
much attraction in the local boys yet. She had 
a certain romantic inclination towards a 
couple of pop stars, but that was as much for 
the sake of being one of the crowd with her 
schoolmates, as it was anything to do with 
the awakening of her body. Still, she was 
only seventeen. Seventeen today. 

Yes, it was sport that thrilled her, and 
hockey was Geraldine's game. She was a 
familiar sight on the school fields all over the 
county, blonde hair flashing in the sun, navy 
skirt flapping in the wind as she dashed 
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But she wasn’t to be talked out of her 
gum-knickers: The compliments after the 
match merely brought the colour to her face, 
kind offers were politely refused Geraldine 
Flynn was the kind of girl to save herself for 
Mr Right and Mr Right would have to take 
her to the altar before those Mem golden 
thighs would spread. (Mr Wrong would be 
well advised to try the effect of Пай а bottle 
of vodka slipped into a suecessien of fruit- 
juices, followed by some nortoo genig 
persuasion.and;a.deaf ear to protest, be 
admitting defeat to her tedious Good 
intentions.) 


Geraldine’s thighs were pressed tightly 
together in the back of the BMW, though she 
was in no moral danger. No, the danger was 
that she might wet her knickers. The sharp 
sensation in her groin was getting worse. She 
leant forward to attract her mother’s 
attention — luckily her mother guessed what 
her voiceless desire might be. ‘Do you want 
me to stop, love? Hang on...’ 

Mrs Flynn switched off the engine as her 
daughter disappeared into the bushes at the 
side of the road. Now there really was peace 
— they must be miles from anywhere and 
they hadn't passed another car for almost 
thirty minutes. Just the tinkling of birdsong 
in the summer evening. 

Geraldine came into a brief clearing. She 
looked back towards the road, where patches 
of daylight still showed through the trees. 
Ahead of her was a wire fence, just two 
loosely-strung strands of wire along wooden 
posts. Beyond it were some thick shrubs. It 
would be more secluded in there, she 
thought, modesty as always her pre- 
occupation. She was aboout to lift the top 
wire and duck under when she remembered 
her new dress. That had been a birthday 
present too, an exquisite (and very 
expensive) Laura Ashley frock. It would be a 
tragedy if it caught on one of those brambles. 
Geraldine slipped it off and hung it carefully 
on a fence-post, then climbed through the 
fence wearing just her bra and pants. 

The bushes were indeed secluded, which 
is why Mick, the gardener's lad, had hidden 
himself among them with his collection of 
Swedish magazines. Well, it was quite a 
strain working at the Calphurnia Foundation 


home for delinquent schoolgirls. What with 3 
morning drill — all those teenage girls in 
shorts and tee-shirts bending and stretching, 
marching and running on the spot — to say 
nothing of all those interesting sounds that 
came from the warden's study as he weeded 
the beds outside, sounds of whimpering, 
sobbing, squealing and the thwack of wood 
and leather against female flesh — well, it 
quite aggravated the imagination of a 
growing boy. 

Yes, it was quite the most sensible thing 
to find a hidden corner, spread out the 
magazines and indulge in manual stimula- 
tion of the genitals. Accordingly, Mick's 
jeans and briefs were rolled down as he knelt 
in the bushes and his impressive erection 
was bobbing to the rhythm of his tweaking 
fingers. 

He was holding back on the sticky brink 
for the umpteenth time when he heard a 
crack of breaking twig. In panic he crouched 
down, tugging at his dishevelled garments. 
Then, through a gap in the bushes he caught 
sight of Geraldine. Not that he knew it was 
Geraldine. Christ, he thought, one of the 
girls is wandering about in her underwear! 

He stopped his hurried attempts to 
replace his jeans, returning instead to his 
former occupation. Only this time it was 
Geraldine who provided the inspiration to his 
wanking. What a little star! Gerry had 
chosen a set of bra and pants to match the 
delicate prettiness of her new dress. 
However important modesty is to the 
pampered daughters of the upper middle- 
class, the need to be feminine is even 
greater. After all, she hardly expected that 
anyone would see these pale pink translucent 
follies, revealing as they did the coral dishes 
of her nipples and a remarkably black bush 
luxuriant enough to spill over the top of the 
lacy knickers. She found a suitable spot and 
slipped the pants down before squatting. 
Mick failed to suppress a grunt of 
appreciation as her wobbly white bottom was 
denuded. He continued to pump away as 
Miss Flynn relieved herself a few feet from 
his eyes. 


Mr Robert Higgins, warden of the 
C.F.H.D.S. was strolling in the grounds with 
a fat cigar between his teeth. He had chosen 
the furthest corner of the field, down by the 
shrubs, where he would be unlikely to be 
spotted — it wouldn't do for the girls to be 
set a poor example, as smoking was 
forbidden among the pupils. 

Suddenly Higgins stopped. Something 
white was moving in the bushes. He took two 
swift steps nearer. It was a naked bottom! 
“Hoi!” called Mr Higgins stridding into the 
bushes. The sight that greeted him was 
rather remarkable. The startled Geraldine 
had fallen over backwards into the puddle 
of her own making. She was desperately 
trying to pull her pants up, as was Mick, who 
had staggered out from the bush, wrongly 
guessing the direction of Mr Higgins’ 
swooping advance. Reeling back from the 
terrifying spectacle of Higgins under a full 
head of steam the boy stumbled back into the 


bushes, scooping up his magazines and 
clutching them to his chest. He made off for 
the gardener’s hut with as much haste as 
half-masted jeans would allow. 

Mr Higgins, however, was oblivious to 
his flight, bearing down instead on the 
shocked and scared blonde with eyes wide as 
saucers. She tried to make crab-like 
movements away from the advancing warden 
by scrabbling on elbows and feet — indeed, 
she might well have made some progress, 
had she not been attempting to pull up her 
knickers at the same time. 

Considering that his judgement was 
utterly erroneous, it is quite remarkable how 
swiftly Mr Higgins grasped the situation. 
One of his girls had clearly sneaked into the 
bushes for a screw. He had caught the pair of 
them literally with their pants down. He 
didn't know who the boy was — he'd escaped 
before Higgins had been able to take his eyes 
off the girl's unusually black fleece and stop 
marvelling at the contrast between it and the 
blonde curly hair. Besides, it wasn't his job 
to stop lusty youths from doing what came 
naturally. His job was to punish teenage 
girls, and this young lady meritted the full 
force of his authority! 

Geraldine was terrified — more terrified 
than she had ever been in her seventeen 
years and eighteen hours. Her attention to 
nature's call had been interrupted by 
Higgins' shout, but the sight of his maniacal 
face lurching towards her was enough to 
trigger the involuntary discharge of the 
remaining contents of her bladder. Robert 
Higgins fell upon his prey. ‘Just what do you 
think you are doing?' he bellowed, grabbing 
Geraldine by the shoulders. His voice was 


every bit as gross as his appearance. Gerry 
just gawped, her big blue eyes even wider. 
Lower down she gave a final weak spurt into 
the green grass. 

‘I said what do you think you are doing, 
young lady!’ Higgins hauled her up roughly 
by the shoulders, shaking her so that her soft 
young breasts quivered in her bra. Geraldine 
opened and closed her mouth like a tropical 
fish, her nostrils dilated, but of course, 
with voice gone, no sound came from her. 
This drove the warden to still greater fury. 
‘Answer me, you little bitch’, he thundered, 
forgetting the precise mode of address 
between master and pupil — I’m sure we can 
forgive him in the heat of the moment. The 
delectable teenager repeated her animated 
mime with the same lack of effect. 

‘Right! We'll see what you have to say 
when my cane has given your backside a 
good talking to!’ He grasped her ear between 
thumb and forefinger and half pulled, half 
willed her up. Maintaining the grip he 
propelled Miss Flynn towards the far side of 
the thicket. There was a sudden renting 
sound as her expensive knickers, wraithed 
around her thighs, ripped apart as she 
scrambled forward. The delicate garment fell 
to the ground in damp tatters. The two 
fingers burst into the sunshine, which caused 
Gerry's big bare bum to flash brilliant white, 
wobbling and oscillating cheek by cheek as 
her legs struggled to keep up with the 
purposeful stride of the large warden. 


* * * * 


It had been rewarding, the pageant of 
astonished expressions as Robert Higgins 
had led Geraldine Flynn by her ear towards 
the establishment buildings. An extremely 
atractive blonde teenager, distraught, naked 
bar a ridiculously frivolous brassiere, turned 
the heads of everyone. It turned the heads of 
the girls, who were shocked by the sight of 
one of their number being treated with such 
cavalier disrespect. It turned the heads of the 
masters, who appreciated a bit of teenage 
crumpet at least as much as the next man. It 
turned the head of anyone curious about a 
honey blonde with coal-black fur below. 

Once inside the stone building, Geraldine 
was bundled forwards with even more 
uncaring haste. Twice she stumbled on the 
waxy floor of the corridor and twice she was 
hauled to her feet with uncouth vigour. 
When they reached the door marked simply 
*R Higgins' she was left to fall awkwardly on 
the hard tiles while the embodiment of that 
name fumbled for his key. 

Inside, the study was surprisingly large 
— soundless, it smelt of polish and cigar 
smoke. On the left wall was a high square 


. window. The pole required to open it resided 


in the further corner. The window admitted 
the only natural light, and was far too high to 
allow anyone to see into the room — beneath 
it was a managerial desk with a leather- 
padded swivel chair behind. On the desk 
were various papers and envelopes, and a 
tiered series of wire trays occupied one 
corner. There was a grey metal filing cabinet 
to the left of the desk and above that was a 
wall calendar — these furnishings summed 
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up the administrative duties with which 
R Higgins was entrusted. 

The other side of Higgins’ duties was 
represented by the portion of his study to 
Geraldine’s right. There was a raised 
wooden dais nearly as wide as the room, on 
which stood nothing except a heavy wooden 
table. Attached to the wall behind at 
shoulder height was an oak cabinet, with the 
doors swung open. It was the kind of shallow 
cabinet in which one might find keys hung. 
However, the left side held an impressive 
array of horizontally-racked canes, while 
opposite hung some of the most ferocious 
and well-worn tawses you could hope or fear 
to see. 

The doors of this cabinet were only closed 
when official visitors were touring the home. 
Otherwise they gaped open to proclaim the 
abundance of weaponry available, scaring 
the living daylights out of sensitive teenaged 
girls like Geraldine Flynn. 

Robert Higgins had authority to punish 
where punishment was due. Moreover, it 
was assumed that punishment was well and 
truly due to all the inmates of the Calphurnia 
Home. Girls stayed there for an average of 
three to four weeks — it was the ultimate 
example of the ‘short, sharp shock’ theory 
for young female offenders. Therefore the 
staff could hardly be expected to remember 
the names or faces of many of the girls in at 
any time - hence Robert Higgins 
assumption that Geraldine was a young 
scamp sent to him for correction. He thought 
that she had deliberately flouted his 
authority in order to satisfy her carnal 
desires. 

When they had arrived in this forbidding 
room the girl had simply stood and trembled 
while the warden locked the door behind 
them and turned on the harsh light. For a few 
seconds he had slipped out through a door 
behind the desk — it led to a comfortable 
lounge, though our heroine didn't know that 
of course. All too soon he re-emerged and 
stalked slowly and menacingly towards her. 

‘Now will you tell me your name?’ he 
erupted, pushing her palpitating pink form 
against the wall of the office. No miracle was 
forthcoming and Gerry’s lack of voice 
continued. She mouthed, and rolled her 
eyes, and cried tears of frustration, but the 
hoarse rasp that came out was not eloquent. 
Higgins was no lip-reader, either. 

“Alright then’ barked the empurpled and 
sweating man that had her pinned against 
the paintwork. ‘Alright then, let's see what 
you think of this!’ 


* * * * 


You may well be wondering what had 
happened to Mrs Flynn. After five minutes 
she had begun to worry, but even so, had 
been overcome by drowsiness in the warm 
summer evening. After about ten minutes 
she awoke with a jolt. Where was Geraldine? 
She peered towards the bushes but could see 
nothing. Nervously she got out of the car and 
went to investigate. There was no sign of her 
daughter, just shrubs, a wire fence and more 
shrubs with the green of a field showing 
through gaps. (The Laura Ashley dress, it 


must be explained, had been wafted by a 
rogue gust of wind to adjoining farm-land, 
where even now a nonchalent cow was 
indolently depositing steamy wet turds on 
the prettily flowered fabric.) ‘Gerry!’ called 
Mrs Flynn, ‘Geraldine!’. There was 
complete silence. For a few minutes 
Hermione called and searched, returning to 
the car at intervals to see if her offspring had 
returned. Eventually, with rising panic, she 
started the car and sped off in search of a 
police station. 


* * * * 


Geraldine’s pink and pampered bottom 
mooned mellowly in front of Mr Higgins. She 
was lying over that heavy table, stretching to 
hang on to the tops of the far legs while her 
ankles were tucked round the nearer legs just 
above the floor. The warden hung his jacket 
over the back of a chair and rolled his sleeve 
up. All the time his eyes were on that naked 
rump. It really was a peach, round and soft 
demurely cleft, where crisp and curly black 
hair peeped out. Bums like that were meant 
to be flogged, not cossetted, and Geraldine 
was about to receive the first flogging of her 
sheltered little life. There was no place in 
Britain where she could be thrashed with 
such callous abandon, and no finer, more 
gentle flower of femininity could end up in 
such a place. 

End-up indeed! Higgins swung his cane 
in a sizzling arc to explode against the virgin 
buttocks. Gerry jerked like a fish on a line. 
She flung her blonde locks hither and 
thither as she mewed soundlessly through 
clenched teeth — her waist dipped and her 
thighs splayed, showing the lot. Across her 
bottom a diagonal stripe began to glow, 
sending repeated waves of intense pain to 
her befuddled brain. She didn't have time to 
stop squirming before the next mighty blow 
struck home, crack across the lower curves of 
her chubby behind, driving the flesh up in a 
broad ripple. 

Geraldine let go her foot and hand-holds, 
clenched her fists and scrabbled in an 
undignified frenzy on the table-top. Big, full 
tears rolled down her scarlet face and 
plopped onto the table as the cane swung in 
again. 

Splatt! Christ, this was the stuff to give 
them thought Higgins as he felt the 
satisfying jolt along his arm of trusty wood 
against tender girl-flesh. Everytime he hit 
her her legs flew apart, like a girl doing the 
breast-stroke on his table, a plump little 
handful trying to hide among the silky 
black fluff. 

Splatt! Right up in the under-crease, 
really viscious, and that's sitting-down ruled 
out for a few days. Splatt! Another one in the 
same place just to make sure, and there'll be 
more to come there when those two have had 
time to mature. Back to the cheek-crowns 
where the first blows have already 
blossomed into ridged weals, puffily pink 
and splendidly excrutiating. Why the hell 
aren't you squealing you little bitch? I can 
see that you're feeling this from the way that 
you kick and toss and wriggle, so why won't 


you sing to me? 
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Oh, if Geraldine had a voice! How she 
would have howled! Instead she could only 
sob in silence as her reddening bum boiled 
up in torment. This was the most awful day 
of her life, the most terrible thing that had 
ever happened to her, the worst pain she had 
ever felt. For the first time ever a man other 
than a doctor had seen her bare. And now 
she knew that she was showing those private 
parts between her legs — and even worse — 
in the crack of her bottom. But she couldn’t 
help it because it hurt so! Every time the 
cane hit her there was a sharp shock of pain, 
followed by a throbbing build-up of agony, 
like a vice gripping her poor flesh and 
tightening on it. She couldn’t help but kick 
and squirm, even though it didn’t do 
anything at all to lessen the pain. 

Gerry’s bottom was a jolly sight indeed, 
no longer a pale, shy moon, but merrily 
striped like ahuge humbug. Whatever anger 
there had been in Higgins had evaporated in 
the sheer joy of inflicting pain on a seventeen 
year old girl. He loved it — the big, bare 
bottoms, the threshing bodies, the massing 
weals. The only thing he missed was the 
squealing, the crying, the pleading for mercy 
which it was such a pleasure to refuse. 

What was wrong with this girl? He gave 
her another couple of meaty swipes across 
the blazing under-curve then laid his cane 
gently down on the table and walked round to 
its other side. He looked down at 
Geraldine’s face. Her chin rested in a pool of 
tears, with more big drops pouring down her 
bright cheeks. What had been an immaculate 
halo of blonde hair was now a tousled mess, 
streaked and wetly plastered over her 
forehead. 

There must be something amiss with her 
voice, the warden correctly concluded as he 
took up his former position and reached for 
the cane again. There was no doubt that she 
was suffering but not able to express it. The 
best thing to do was to give her more of the 
same. 

His cane was already aloft when the 
phone range. “Shit!” he thought but didn't 
say. ‘Right, you, don’t you dare move a 
muscle till I get back’ he hissed at her. He 
watched for her bum to relax and then 
slashed the cane across the unsuspecting 
flesh before flinging it on to the table beside 
her writhing body. He marched across to the 
door behind his desk, opened it and walked 
into the lounge. He closed the heavy door 
and went to pick up the phone. ‘Yep?’ he 
said impatiently into it. 


* * * * 


Geraldine just lay there. She twitched in 
the silent room as the pool of tears around 
her head widened. What had begun as her 
best-ever birthday had become a descent into 
the first of.hell — bottom first. She daren’t 
move. She could just make out the sound of 
Higgins’ voice over the hum of the air- 
conditioning, but not what he was saying. 
She wondered if it would sooth her burning 
stripes at all if she rubbed her bum, but 
wasn’t going to risk being caught by that 
terrifying man. She just lay there and 
twitched. 


In the other room Higgins was shaking 
with laughter. The cause of this was rather a 
mystery to Inspector Corcoran on the other 
end of the telephone line. When he had 
answered the phone the warden's tone had 
been one of extreme irritation, though it had 
softened considerably when he had 
recognised the voice of his old pal the 
Inspector. But there had been nothing in the 
tale which Corcoran had told to cause such 
explosions of hilarity, surely — the story of a 
distraught woman having driven to the police 
station after trying every phone booth on the 
way and finding each vandalised. She had 
jabbered hysterically about her missing 
daughter whom (it had seemed when the 
WPC had calmed the woman into a coherent 
state) had wandered off in the vicinity of the 
Calphurnia Home. A seventeen year old 
blonde called Geraldine. 

'Is the woman there with you?' Higgins 
managed to blurt through his giggles. ‘No. 
I'm in the office on my own — Mrs Flynn is 
having a cup of tea with the WPC.’ ‘Just wait 
till you hear this...’ Tu 

So Higgins gave his side of the story, 
filling in along the way some details not 
included in the police description of the girl 
— ‘Delectable bum....thick black hair all 
over her fanny'. Inspector Corcoran had a 
well-developed sense of humour and before 
long he was chuckling too. He was a great 
friend of both Warden Higgins and the 
C.F.H.D.S. and a loyal and active supporter 
of their policies. The fact that a totally 
innocent seventeen year old girl was at that 
moment suffering the torments of Hades was 
in no way a damper on his mirth — quite the 
reverse in fact. After all, he made a point of - 
visiting the home at least once a week 
specifically to see teenage girls get flogged, 
so he had a pretty good idea just what a 
delightful spectacle Geraldine must be 
providing. 

‘Look’, said Higgins, a note of 
seriousness in his voice at last; ‘There won’t 
be any trouble over this, will there?’ “Well... 
we’ve got away with everything in the past. 
The way I see it, the girl was trespassing... 
Oh, come on’, said the inspector with sudden 
warmth, ‘of course we'll get away with it! 
What you’re doing to those kids down there 
has the support of the highest in the land. As 
far as the people that matter are concerned, 
the more girls’ bums you beat, the better. If 
some posh-voiced cow starts complaining 
because her daughter wandered where she 
shouldn't...' 

“That's just what I thought’, interrupted 
Higgins. 'Well, perhaps you'd better bring 
her over’: When you get here, just come 
straight into the office, I'll unlock the door. I 
want to give that Flynn woman the shock of 
her life! 


Gerry had been a good girl. They usually 
were good girls if you whipped them hard 
enough. She was exactly as he had left her, 
except that the weals on her bottom had 
swollen and bloomed magnificently — a 
lovely show of colour. He walked over to the 
trembling figure, stood behind her and 


clapped his hand against the right cheek. She 


could still wince, then, voice or no voice. 
Poor kid, he thought as he ran his hand, 
appreciatively over the hot corrugations — if 
it was a twinge of sympathy it merely served 
to help him savour the seventeen year old’s 
pathetic, painful plight more fully. 

He jiggled the heavy flesh, feeling her 
tense-up in trepidation. She didn't dare 
glance back at him, but he heard her heavy, 
fearful breathing. Now he brought the left 
hand into play with a slap that echoed from 
the office walls. A bum cheek in each hand 
being wobbled merrily. The frightened 
youngster wondered just what was going to 
happen next. She would have been even 
more frightened if she could have seen what 
Higgins saw when he looked down, the fat 
ridge of his trousered erection nuzzling 
contentedly into the cleft, millimetres away 
from actual contact with her flesh. He heard 
her hold her breath, too petrified to look back 
at him. The warden began to squeeze her 
buttocks, compressing the injured flesh in 
his greedy palms. Despite the horrible pain 
Geraldine gamely tried to clench the cheeks 
together, but she was well-spread and that 
most private of places lay exposed among the 
black curls. 

Then Higgins snapped out of his reverie. 
He'd had to stop all that, because her mother 
would be there in a few minutes. He gave a 
final, cruel fistful-pinch then released the 
cheeks and gave the front of his trousers 
a tweak. 

‘Right, girl!’ he barked, deliva a 
rapid salvo of heavy spanks as he spoke: 
‘Stand up and face me!’ 

Oh, she was such a pretty girl, the 
puckered brow, red cheeks awash with tears 
and quivering lips enhancing her looks 
considerably. Her expression encompassed 
pain, fear and utter demoralization, 
attractive combination. She cast he 
down in shame, saw the menacing 
and looked up again in startled | 
Higgins reached out a hand and gr 
flimsy strip of material betwe 
bra-cups, finished in a delicate pink b 
dragged the cups up over her breast 
squeezed out and bounded free, pin 
the size of florins making their deb 
manhood. He left the bra danglin 
protective function defeated. | 

“You're going to climb up o 
and kneel on it facing the wall. 
going to rest your head on the 
you understand?' Higgins' v 
and icy. The snivelling blonde 
on then.' 
Naked girls climbing ont 
fetching sight from the rear 
and enjoyed; Gerry was 
wealed, bruised, swollen bo 
‘Now move your k 
Wider. Geraldine Flyn 
morning, adopted a pose 
been difficult for an Ame 
to better in terms of sheer 
would be the first sight to 


when she came through th: 
left her to it and went ou 
drive in expectation | с 
arrival. 
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